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K E V I N  C L A R K  
S m a l l  F i r e s  
S m o k e  e n l a c e d  i n  t h e  b r a n c h e s  
o f  t h e  w a l n u t  t r e e .  T h e s e  
b u r n i n g  f i e l d s  d e c l a r e  
a n  e n d  t o  a u t u m n ' s  h a r v e s t .  
S p l i t  t o m a t o e s  f e r m e n t  
i n  t h e i r  f u r r o w s .  T h e  s c e n t  
o f  r i c e ,  r i d i n g  d u s t  
a c r o s s  t h e  v a l l e y ,  i n t i m a t e s  
a  s e a s o n  o f  k i t c h e n s ,  o f  f o o d  
c o o l i n g  i n  w o o d e n  b o w l s .  A  y e a r  a g o  
y o u  b e g a n  y o u r  l e a v i n g .  W h e n  
I ' d  r e t u r n  f r o m  c l a s s ,  y o u r  n o t e s  
r e m i n d e d  m e  o f  t h e  c h a n g e  
y o u  n e e d e d ,  B e r k e l e y  a n d  W i l b u r ,  
g i v i n g  n i g h t s  t o  a l l  t h o s e  c l o s e s t  
f r i e n d s .  
N o w ,  i f  I  s i t  a t  m y  d e s k  
t o  w r i t e ,  I  c a n  o n l y  s t a r e  o u t  
a t  t h e  s w e l l i n g  w a l n u t  t r e e  
a n d  r e m e m b e r  y o u r  p l a n t i n g  
t h e  w i n t e r  g a r d e n  l a s t  y e a r ,  
w h i l e  I  w r o t e  a b o u t  t h e  l a t e  d e a t h  
o f  I n d i a n  S u m m e r .  
4 1  
There was 
an angling afternoon sun, 
and later, after making love, 
our skin radiant in the lemon light, 
we quietly stared at the ceiling, 
our own private visions crossing the horizon 
of our eyes. We rested, 
then talked of changing together. 
But light illudes, 
and when finally 
we'd fall off to sleep, your needs 
flamed like other lovers 
in our dreams. 
Again, I try 
to write. Small fires advance 
across the fields, pulling 
pitch to each acre's edge. 
Everywhere in the pale afternoon. 
char and ash! 
What we had burns. 
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